SOPHOCLES             w. 403-424
An old man ; else, I swear this day should bring On thee the death thou plottest for thy King.
LEADER.
Lord Oedipus, these be but words of wrath, All thou hast spoke and all the Prophet hath. Which skills not.    We must join, for ill or well, In search how best to obey God's oracle.
TIRESIAS.
King though thou art, thou needs must bear the right
Of equal answer.    Even in me is might
For thus much, seeing I live no thrall of thine,
But Lord Apollo's; neither do I sign
Where Creon bids me.
I am blind, and thou
Hast mocked my blindness.    Yea, I will speak now. Eyes hast thou, but thy deeds thou canst not see Nor where thou art, nor what things dwell with thee. Whence art thou born ?    Thou know'st not 5  and
unknown,
On quick and dead, on all that were thine own, Thou hast wrought hate.    For that across thy path Rising, a mother's and a father's wrath, Two-handed, shod with fire, from the haunts of men Shall scourge thee, in thine eyes now light, but then Darkness.    Aye, shriek !    What harbour of the sea, What wild Kithairon shall not cry to thee In answer, when thou hear'st what bridal song, What wind among the torches, bore thy strong Sail to its haven, not of peace but blood, Yea, ill things multitude on multitude